ORIENTAL ASSEMBLY

Monday, July 31: Got up feeling rather
wretched, naturally: fed about 8 A.M. No signs
of a carriage or of my messenger from Biredjik.
Hope he has not bolted with my money. The
Hoja awfully good all these days, with me making
quite unprecedented demands on his time and
patience. But poor man? a most dreadful bore
as well, does his "best by five or six repeats to get
every idea of his into my thick head, which usually
understands before he speaks. In the evening
tried a little burghul well-boiled in milk. Dahoum
came to see me: slept about 9 P.M.